FANTASTIC! ASTOUNDING! 



AiiilLl 



NOV. 10c 



MYSTERIES 



COME FORWARD, MAN 
|OF THE OUTER WORLD/ YOU 
[shall LEARN THE SECRETS i 

OF THE GOAT PEOPLE /> 






Hie bonds William and I booghf 
■fir our countnjs defense _ 
helped build a bouse for us! ■ \ 



"There's nothing more wonderful than a house 

and garden of your own," says Mrs. Nysse, 

"and no surer way to own one than to save for 

through U. S. Savings Bonds and the 

safe, sure Payroll Savings Plan!" 





You can <fo n/hatth& Njjsses are doing 
-ifiefuneto startis new! 

Maybe you can't save quite as much as 
William and Hose Nysse; maybe you can 
save more. But the important thing is to 
start now! It only takes three simple steps. 

1 . Make the big decision — to put saving first — 
before you even draw your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically, week after week, or month after month. 
Even small sums, saved on a systematic basis, 
become a large sum in an amazingly short t.imol 

3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Saving Plan whore you work. 
You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the 
blessed free way of life that's so very im- 
portant to every American. 

FOR YOUR SECURITY, AND YOUR 
COUNTRY'S TOO, SAVE NOW- 
THROUGH REGULAR PURCHASE OF 
U. 5. SAVINGS BONDS! 
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Tumtm back into his room, still 

UOMT-HCAOEO, DI2ZY FROM HIS 
3 TKANtC AND SUDDEN AWAKENIW, 

too found. . . mr 

_ ~ A SLAB OF 



But oetof* too covlo complete ms 
EXAMINATION OFTH£0flOTE$OL€Lr-Ft6- 
UHED SLA8 LETT ON MIS DAESSEA. . . 



^PEORO —^f^YANQUI DOG/ NOW ^f 
THE INN- F THAT YOU HAVE LEARNCC 
KEEPER r j THE SECRET OF MT. Pa- 
TAXO, YOU SHALL SURELY 




WHEN ONE OF THE SACRED 
GOATMEN WHO LIVE IN THE 
FLAMING DEPTHS OF THE 
VOLCANO DIES, HIS FORM IS 
OUTLINED ON A GRAVE- j 
STONE OF LAVA/ IF IT 
FALLS INTO THE HANDS 
OF AN UNBELIEVER, THE 
BOATMEN'S ANGER CAUSES 
THE FIRES TO OVERFLOW 
MOUNTAIN/ _^M 



AS HE SANK TO THE FLOOR. UNCONSCIOUS, TOO 
SLOANS SEEMED TO 80 FLOATING OFF IN A PUHPLE 
FOB. THE THROB AND POUND OF A MILLION TOM- 
TOMS FILLED HIS EARS AND SWELLED TO A DEAF- 
ENING ROAR OF SOUND . 





« I? MOW CAN I POS' 
9BLY B£ ALIVE ? NOBODY COULD 

HAVE LIVED ' • U 

THROUGH THAT/ NOT WITHOUT* 
ROARING f THE HELP OF 
INFERNO// THE GOAT-PEOPLE/ 
HERE IN THE DEPTHS 
[ OF THE VOLCANO ,WE 
.CAN CONTROL THE 




At a sesture from oueen arni and a 
few words in an exotic tonoue, the old 

SOATMEN MOVED FROM THE ROOM, WikihO 
WITHOUT FEAR, STRAIOHT THROUGH A 
CURTAIN OFROARtNS FLAME/, 



n 



KNOW WHO YOU ARE, TOO SLOANE 
KNEW ALL ABOUT YOU FROM THE MOMENT YOU 
ARRIVED IN THIS WILD COUNTRY/ TONIGHT I 
SENT ONE OF MY SUBJECTS TO BRING YOU THE 

GOATMAN GRAVESTONE FOR WHICH YOU WERE A 
SEARCHING AND TO HAVE HIM ASK A FAVOR OF 
YOU IN RETURN. BUT MY MESSENGER BECAME TOO 
FRIGHTENED WHEN YOU AWAKENED SUDDENLY 
AND DIDN'T STOP 
.MESSAG 





•ttsf the goatmek seem 

ED ENTRANCED BY ME AND . 
MADE ME THEIR QUEEN / 4 
DURING MY REIGN THERE 
HAVE BEEN OTHER 
SACRIFICES OF HAPLESS 
VILLAGERS OVER WHICH I HAD 
NO CONTROL/ THESE MUST 
BE STOPPED / 




TWS » THE SECRET EXIT TO THE OUTSIDE 
WORLD, USED 6Y THE REINCARNATED FORMS 
THE WATWEN / FOLLOW IT./ DON'T FORGET WHAT 
I TOLD YOU/ GOOD-BYE, TOD SLOANEf 




Back upstairs in his noon. 





JitmOIATELr, 
TOO SLOANS MOT> 

fdhisbnss, m- 

CLUOtNS THEUOAi* 
MANS GWcSTQHt 
ANDL&TTmm 
TONETUNN HOME, 



HE COULD POSSI* 
BUT EXPLAIN TO 
THE OWENS THE 
THINGS THAT HAD 
HAPPENED TO MM, 
AND KNOWN* 
TNATNENEVEN 
COULD REALLY 
EXPLAIN THEN/ 



Then, right before irha's terror-filled eyes, 
she saw the black-clad skier lose his balance/ he 
pinwheeled awkwardly in the still night air as 
sudden shadow shrouded the moon. a shrill death 





Zn A FEW MINUTES, THE F£A*- TOP- 

TVRED JHm MADE UP HER MM). SHE 
WOULD SO TO NtW TCm, CONSULT HER 

tAvcur, * noted psychiatrist, he 

WOULD HELP HER . ■ . 

IKE RAY AND 
TELL HUD / I'LL JUST 00,: 
LEAVE HIM A NOTE OF 



But as iffttA openeo the door 

Am STEPPED OUT INTO THE WINDY, 
SNOW-SWEPT NIGHT, A DRAFT CAUGHT 
UP HER NOTE AND TOSSED IT INTO 
THE LOG FINE. . . 



TNE NEXT MORNING WHEN RAY 
MONROE FOUND HIS WIFE GONE, Hi 

SEARCHED FOR HER, /WtC-STfflCKEN. . 

I WOULDN'T WORRY ABOUT HER, 
BOSS f SHE'LL PROBABLY BE BACK 
TONIGHT FOR THE OPENING OF THE 

WINTER CARNIVAL SHE WOULDN'T 




AU THAT DAY, SOESTS POURED INTO SNOWTOP LODGE FOR THE 
OHNm OP THE FAMOUS WINTER CAHNMtL , ATTRACTB> BY THE 
mST PV&UCITY MEN TO IRMdS TORCHLIGHT DEATH LEAP, A 

OARim NEW STUNT. $UT THAT NIGHT, . . 




^MR. MONROE/ I— I DON't 
UNDERSTAND IT/ I-I'VE JU 
COME FROM CLEANING OFF THE 
SKI-RUN AND THEY'RE NO 





A LITTLE WHILE LATER . . ._ | 


' IT'S NO use; ■ 




k SHE DOESN'T ■ 
L RESPOND/ M^M 






■^ ^V'B 




f''I 
hi 


M : 'twj& 


Zj£ I 


pi 


^M 


±M 





When ray and the others turned back 
inside, they found that 1rma had van- 
ished/ they searched the cabin but 
there was no place she could be hiding, 
and all windows were nailed shut/ 



' SHE'S GOME/ HOW '"W SAY, WHAT'S ^ 
COULD SHE GET OUT WITH-] THAT WHITE" 
OUT US SEEING HER? I-l/ CAR ON THE 
JUST TURNED MY SACK, ) BED? THAT 
AND NOW^SHE'S GONE /J. WASN'T THERE 
BEFORE /, 



\TREMBUNSLY, RAY MONROE 
\piCKEDUPA HOSPITAL HISTORY* 
[CHART AND READ. . 









KAY MONROE DID 
NOT UNDEPSTAW 
TH£ STRANGE CHAIN 
OPEVENTS THA. 
HAD WROUGHT THIS 
MIRACLE AND 
DOUBTED THAT HE 
EVER *-X/LD. BUT 
HE HAS GRATEFUL 
AND ACCEPTED THE 
CIRCUMSTANCES 
AS ONE OF THOSE 
STRANGE OUT-OP- 
THIS-WOfHD HAP- 
PENINGS BEYOND 
THE KNOWLEDGE 
OP MERE MAN/. 



was a 



AlEEC' Hep -HER FACE/ IT-IT'S J WHAT KINO OF} SOMETHI NG;S 
HORRIBLE' IT'S CHANGING' YW 1 NONSENSE 16 / HAPPENING TO 
JJu«T DO SOMETHING,! DOCTOR/^-THIS, IN3A? ^/BONNIE, DOCTOR ^ 




V 




VWW" >KOM«iy «*0 A iOT ABOUT STUART ANO BONITA JACKSON, ™MU*&>%-g>t>WIF*_ 
TEAM OF eia-OAME HUNTERS WHO BRING HOME WILO ANIMALS FOR ZOOS AND CIRCUSES^ BUT 



■naeit-HVNTT/m 
in A little - 
bxplqued 
section or 

WESTERN 
INDIA. BONNIE 

WA3 accident- 
ally swot SXA 

GUN- BEARER. 
AND WE'D 
. BROUGHT 
HER HERE TO 
THE LONELY 

OUTPOST 
NOME OF A 
MYSTERIOUS 
ANO HERMIT- 
LIKE OR. 
JANDeR., 
WHERE SHE'O 
BEEN 
TREATED, 
WHEN 
THIS 
HAPPENED... 




"DD ZANDER'S STRANGE EVES GL0WEO WITH 
A FANATICAL LIGHT AND HE SEEMED ALMOST 
PLEASED BT THIS GHASTLT CHANGE COMING 
OVER BONNIE. I WAS CHILLED WITH PEAK, 
EVEN AS HE EXPLAINBO...* 




(WH/TT HAPPSNPD, \ SHE- -YOUR WIFE HAD A SUDDEN )BONW 



BONNIE* DIO ^^THReW A FIT, LEAPED OUT OF .-f CLOTHES AND WOUNDED | ABOUT? ISAW 
SHI Eeb»P= TSeO AND ATTACKED «E WITH JWOO UIKeTHAT'THATSL NOTISEB'^ 



■WWW IN WE fWCMty, MRKBN- 
INO JUNGLE GLAOE, -me MAR- 
ROW IN Ml BONES TURNED TO 

zee as i listened to in<sa •* 

FRlQHTENED BABBllNtSS... » 

obvil- doctor zander will kill 
mb if he learns i've told you; 
the transfusion ' he used 
tiger's blood, not human 
blood ' your wife has blood 
of great striped ones - 
running through her veins 
he- hb did it 
Lpu.po.blv/ 




ITS AN EXPERIMENT HE* BEEN 
WORKING ON FOR YEARS, THE , 
CHEMICAL TREATMENT OF ANI- 
MAL'S BLOOD. SO THAT WHEN 
INJECTED INTOVeiNS OF HU- 
MANS, IT WILLTURNTHEM 
INTO BEASTS/YOUR. WIFE 
WAS HIS FIRST MAJOR- 
EXPERIMENT AND IT *" 
WORKED/ I- I SAW 
IT.' SHE? BECAME 
A TIGRESS 



EVERY TIME I TURN AROUND I FIND THOSE 
FIERY, SATANIC EYES STARING ATME.'SOMI 
MURDEROUS BEAST IS STALKING 




YOU ANDTHB 1 

0THER.SC/O 

SEE A TIGER 

LEAP FROM /CHANGING-- 

THE WlNDOW.'/EYES, I 

IT WA6 
BONITA i 
SHE JOINED 
THE OTHr" 

rWILD 
BEASTS 
IN THE 
JUNGLES 




AT LAST, THE MdONUGNT REVEALED THE TK3ER., 
CROUCHED ON A LIMB.' X RAI0EO MY /*>&.£, 
Bt/T IT WQULO/TT FIRBi" 

BLASTED GUN JAMMED.' YET THERE'S NOTHING 

WRONG WITH THE MECHANISM .' I'M COMPLETELY 
AT THE MERCY OF THAT GREAT CAT— YET ALL- 
IT DOES IS WATCH ME AND PURR. .' 




A LIOH' CAN'T SCTTHe RIR.EUPIN 
TIME' THIS IS CURTAINS 




"i peer like * 

FOOL, CALLING 
THE TIGER BV 
Mi WIFe-S NAME, 
TFT -T SOME- 
HOW HAD TV 
DO IT- Bi/T THE 
BEAST 
BOUNDED 
OFF. SOON I 
WAS JOINED BY 
A SEARCHING 
PAPTT OF OP. 
ZANDER'S 
NATIVES. 
J TOLD 
THEM WTY . 
EXPERIENCE..." 



■AlAWANGAfWV OBVIL-WAN. 

- J-TOO.UKE DOCTOR /TISBR,, 
/NEVER FRIENDLY TO HUMAN/ 
4 "TieeR CAN'T KILL LION .' /C4U 
SxAHflMMA-*©/ SAVe US 
i FROM SUCH EV'L — " 
SPIRITS/ 



•wbhattve* mEEMEOToamcwm^o 
: TWAT J mm PAPT OPaOMEGPEAJ 
SUPERNATURAL PLAN. AND AFTEP. 
ALL THAT HAD HAPPENED, ■* WAS 
BEGINNING TO BELIEVE IT/ATSELPf 
THEN, WHEN WE GOT BACK TO 
DP-ZANDER'S PLACE- " 



//£!/»/ DEVIL-] 50WE KIND OF } 
DOCTOR >* 'DISTURBANCE/ I 

PRACTICE)*, SOMETHING'S^ 
MUCH ^T HAPPENED < 
EVIL ON jft SACK HERE.^ 

. INS A/ 



■y®4- 1 ft 



iaife_ 



DRZANOER HOLD ^TAKE IT EASY, BOYS.' I'LL 
INOA PRISONER..' /©0 IN AND SEEWHATTHIS 
TRY BAD MAGIC -TtS ALL ABOUT/ I PROMISE 
ON HER-/ UNLESS 

HE FREE 

WE BURN 
DOWN 



11 1 RUSHED INTO THE HOUSE AND BURST INTO Oft. 

ZANDERS SECRET ROOM, WHERE EV&&BOOV 

WAS FORBIDDEN TO ENTER... « 




NOT UNTIL YOU \rU--TELLYOU. XyOUR WIFE HAD THE HONOR OF BEING) PUT THAT T NONSBNSE'WMEN I 
EXPLAIN EVERY-MLL RIGHT.' ALL HHE FIRST SUBJECT .' WHEN J -<(<3UN AWAY \PROVE MY EXPERI- 
THIN6"ABOUTyTHE WORLD WILL MADE THE TRANSFUSION, I USED > AND LISTEN KtBH CONCLUSIVELY 
BONNIE-- ANDTSOON KNOW WHATXSPECIALlYTREATED WHOLE BLOOD/TO REA50N//BY TURNING lNSA 
INGA-- AND- Ja MIRACLE J'VE V)F A NEWLY KILLED TIGER CUB .' -/YOU CAN'T /INTO A TIGRESS, -. 
WHATEVER. -< PERFORM ED, AW- 1 MY THEORY HAS LONG BEEN THAT \CONTINUE /TOO. I 'WJLl 



/SUCH A TRANSFUSION WOULD 
j<TURNTHE SUBJECT 1NTOTHE "< 
\KIND OF BEAST WHOSE BLOOD 

1WAS FLOWING THROUGH HIS 
OR HER VEINS' IT WORKED./, 



EVIL 




THE BeAST IGNORED INGA AND ME AND j 
LEFT' BUT IT WON'T ESCAPE FROM THAT 
SOLID HAIL OF LEAD' NOTHING COULD 
LIVE THROUGH "THAT .'VET THE BULLETS^ 
AREN'T AFFECTf'"" 




"SOME OF THE BRAVER NATIVES WERE POSITIVE THAT THE 

TIGER HAD BEEN HIT ANO HAD RUN INTO THE JUHQL.B 

TO DIE- I WENT WITH THEM TO FIND ~ 

DISTANCE FROM THE HOUSE... • 

GUNS DID WOUND J SEE, W IT— IT'S \ 
TlOER.' CAME ^WOMAN ) BONITAf J 
HERETO DIE .' VHERETOO^ 




NOWOUNDS^SHES NORMAL ThE^LO , DARLING ' I- XoF«ij5e|^^^A^^ON^|TM«y 
nu trpo /ArtAIN'NO^IRI>J A I WHAT HAPPENED* 1 BONNIE .' HOW COULO ANYTHING LIKE T^HAT .J - 

MB^r^^wmm^Wi^^sm^-JM^ happens forget it now , hwwz, 1 

HOLES' NO )ORTHE ENLARGeWeST DREAMS /or/lETS NOT EVER 6 
SIGN OF^TEETH OR THE | r ttBBET" ft ' 





BONNIE RECOVERED COMPLETELY WITHIN A 
DAIS ANO WE HEADEDBACM TO CIVILIZATION. V 
NEVER WENT ON ANOTHER, EXPEDITION AOAII 
TERROR OF THE STRANGE ANO UNKNOWN HAO 
SCARRED US TOO DEEPLY. SOMETIMES EVENNO* 
WHEN I HEAR AN ALLEY CAT'S EERIE SCREAMINS 
IN THE GLOOMY NK3HT, J BREAK OUT IN A COtO 
SWEAT, AND WONDER IF r^T^~T^ 

n really /sa cat fjheFnd { 

J-M HEARINa..." L • ■ ■: -.* 
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UNDERWATER MYSTERY 



A misty form materialized from the black depths. 
The form was a little below him, was walking, drift- 
ing slowly towards him as it ascended. It maddened 
him to realize that this figure could rise, while he 
himself was compelled to descend. The figure came 
closer, arms outstretched, tortured face twisted into 
convulsive lines of -stark horror. 

It was a man. Marchant remembered the stolid, 
square face of the German who had hurried by. when 
he had been struggling with the huge body of Zrinyi. 

The German gazed at him dully, drifted past. He 
saw that the man's eyes were closing, with a seeming 
finality, only the upraised, imploring arms apparently 
having life. The heavy boots of the German drifted 
past his head; the figure disappeared. 

"Lorna! Lorna, dearest! Where are you! I will 
come to you, if you will let me know where you are!" 

He had stopped descending at last. He was resting 
on what apparently was the bottom of the abysmal 
profundity. Black, reeking mire sucked at his feet, 
made his leaden steps even more difficult, slower. 
Other figures wandered dimly around him on the 
filthy, steaming bottom. They were groping, search- 
ing 

"Lorna! Lorna, where are — ' 

He saw her. She seemed miles away, her vague 
figure merging distantly with the black mists. Yet he 
could see her face, a white blotch that drifted closer 
and closer. 

Sluggishly, with maddening deliberation, his feet 
Carried him towards her. He could see another figure, , 
* huge, distorted figure bearing down upon the girl 
from above. It was Zrinyi. 

The hideous man was nearing the girl, descending 
upon her with greater speed than Marchant could 
summon into his lagging legs. 

Lorna held out her arms, her terrified eyes beseech- 
ing him to hurry, even as she endeavored to move 
to him. He cursed his deadened legs and their mad- 
dening sluggish motions, tried to run, and found 
that he could move no faster. 

"Lorna! Lorna, darling, run to me! Beloved, there 
is some one trying to come near you. From above. 
Look above you !" 

As though she were unaware that Marchant was 
shouting to her, warning her, Lorna called to him: 

"John, dear! Come to me, please. Hurry, John. H* 
is coming!" 

Marchant felt the uncanny throb of her voice in 
his brain. He knew that he had not heard Lorna call, 
something in his mind had telegraphed him she was 
pleading with him. 



"Lorna, darling! I'm coming as fast as I can!" 

But he knew he could not hope to reach her before 
the black, sinister form of Zrinyi would descend upon 
her. Even as he watched, the hulking man reached 
out, his huge arms encircling Lorna's waist, pulling 
her to him. The diabolical face was twisted in a ter- 
rible expression, as it pressed near Lorna's white one. 

The girl and the clutching monster were locked for 
a moment, struggling with lethargic, sluggish move- 
ments. Lorna succeeded in pulling away from his 
grasp. Zrinyi reached out, caught her again. 

Zrinyi's paws locked their fingers convulsively in * 
death grip about her slender little throat. The fingers 
tightened, Lorna's head was forced back, a horrible 
expression of pain and fear etching across her white 
face. The huge devil kept on choking, choking. . . . 

A black mist of futile rage swam before Mar- 
chant's blurred eyes, a dull roaring of his own brain 
pounding in his ears. If only he coula make his 
leaden legs move faster. . . . 

It was too late now. Lorna lay limply on the suck- 
ing mire of the bottom. The fiend was bending over 
her, staring at her. . . . The black mist clouded Mar- 
chant's vision again. Rage and frustration clamped as 

The mist cleared, and he saw the ghastly form of 
the monster coming toward him, the face black and 
dcmoniacial with a bitter rage. His fingers were ex- 
tended, clutching towards Marchant. Marchant moved 
as fast as he could to meet him, horror and revenge 
stirring bis half-mad brain. 

Lorna! Where was she? He gazed about as be 
moved. Shapes^ grotesque and horrible, still drifted 
aimlessly about him, above him. But Lorna had gone. 
She had disappeared. A moment ago — or was it ■ 
century? — she had been on her knees, then on her 
back, her white throat in the grasp of the ghoulish 
Zrinyi, Now she had been spirited away t was no- 
where. Had Zrinyi killed her, and had shei'm death, 
dissolved.into nothing? 

A murderous fury consumed Marchant as he 'Sud- 
denly closed with the horrible spectre of Zrinyi. This 
man had killed Lorna! Had brutally throttled hei 
white, delicate throat. . . . 

At first his rage lent him strength, and he seemed 
to overpower the malicious, inhuman thing with 
which he was fighting. But Zrinyi's maniacal force 
soon wore him down. He was suddenly fighting a 
hopeless, losing battle for what remained of his life. 

He felt himself, still struggling weakly, sink into 
the slimy mire at his feet. Gasping, he tore feebly at 
the hands about his windpipe, tried to loosen them. 



The fingers remained incredibly firm, with a grip of 
a madman. Then blackness slowly stole over him. 
He felt his body relax, go limp as his back sogged 
into the- mire. 

"Lorna, Lorna! Darling — I'm dying. I will be— 
with you— beloved." 

He lay perfectly still. 

He was vaguely aware that there were no hands 
about his throat. He seemed to be floating through 
time and space. He was ascending. Far above, he 
could see the glimmer of light. It appeared a little 
stronger. If he were dead, and drifting toward Ely- 
sium, then he would soon be with Lorna. 

His head and lungs were suddenly splitting, as 
though they had been a long time deprived or air. 
He could drag no air- into his searing body. 

His eyes opened, became accustomed to the light. 
The first thing he saw was the beloved face of Lorna. 
He gasped her name, heard her murmer his. Her 
features were contracted at first in fear, but as he 
moved, she broke into a tired, relieved smile, pressed 
her wet face against his, sobbed: 

"John! John! Thank heaven!-' 

A man's heavy, uniformed body was crawling off 
Marchant's aching chest and stomach. The man, he 
realized, was a member of Ihe Arcadia's crew, and' 
had been working over him, resioring life-giving air 
into his lungs by means of artificial respiration. 

"You're okay now, buddy," the sailor muttered. 
"And you're lucky." 

Marchant looked about him. He was in one of the 
large lifeboats of the Arcadia. There were six op sev- 
en seamen in the boat. The others, some fifteen or 
so, were, like himself and Lorna, passengers on the 
Arcadia. They were huddling together under blankets 
trying to warm their wet, chilled bodies. The sailors 
were pulling at long oars, weaving the boat in and 
out or the debris and wreckage which floated about 
on the surface of the oily water. From time to time 
the boat stopped and the crew fished exhausted hu- 
man beings out of the water. 

One of the bodies floated near, arms fluttering 
slightly. Marchant saw when the crew had helped 
the man into the boat, that it was'lhe stolid-faced 
German — half drowned, gasping hoarsely as he 
sucked air into his bursting lungs. • 

Marchant turned to Lorna, pressed her cold cheek 
against his, kissed her. 

"Thank heaven you're all right," lit breathed. 

He could see no sign of the Arcadia, the huge 
passenger liner upon which he and Lorna had been 
returning from a tour of Europe. Nothing but an 
oily, turbulent surface remained where the big ship 
had been He saw distantly the skyline of'New York's 
Lower Manhattan. There were the buildings he had 
been so glad to see again. They were almost within 
sight of the harbor. He saw tugboats and fire-boats 
steaming toward them, their sirens blasting. 



"The Arcadia sank?" he asked in a low voice. 

Lorna nodded. 

"Yes. One of the engine rooms caught on fire. The 
boilers burst, blowing holes through the bottom of 
the ship. She went down almost at once. Only a few 
of us were saved." 

Marchant remembered the ominous trembling of 
the polished salon deck, it should have warned him 
that something was wrong. Then the terrific heat 
coming through the bulkheads and a ventilator — he 
had ignored that also, until too late. The explosion— 
that had been one of the boilers going. The flash ol 
fire, and the sharp blow on his head when he had 
been hurled against the suddenly slanting deck rail. 
... It all came back to him now, vjvtdly, rapidly. 
He had been unconscious — mu$t have been — had 
sunk probably to the bottom of the river along with 
some of the other passengers. Lorna had gone down 
too, had risen to the surface before him, after strug- 
gling with— 

He started as he gazed upon Lorna> throat. The 
soft white flesh was horribly inflamed, there were 
ugly, livid welts — finger' in arki-, 

"Lorna!" he rasped. "That man! Zrinyi! That in- 
human beast who talked about doomsday, just before 
we went down! Your throat? Who was he?" 

The sailor who had worked over him, said: 

"Yeah, buddy, your girl friend asked about him, 
too. That guy was a nut. We've taken him across 
before. Some kind of foreigner who went around 
preaching about how the day of judgment's always 
coming. He just happened to be spouting it to you 
when the boilers busted and tore us apart. He went 
down, too." 

'But her throat — the marks — " 

"Yeah," the sailor said. "Your own neck's scratched 
up some, too. That guy was drowning. A' drowning 
man who can't swim will grab anything he can get 
his hands on. First clothes, then neck-stranglin*. 
When he grabbed your neck and the young lady's, 
it practically knocked you both out, I guess. When 
you lay still, you sank— and when you sank you 
wasn't no more help to the drownin' guy. He let go. 
He got onto srjmebody else, and they both come up 
eventually. If- you twist yout held, you can see what 
"happened to that nut." 

Marchant looked at the- body floating near the boat. 
It was the body of Zrinyi. The ghastly, leering face 
was purple and bloated in death. Marchant turned 
his head away, a little sick. He held both Lorna's 
small hands tightly in his. 

The sailor looked grimly at Marchant, said: 
"Your girl friend and I thought you was never 
coming up. It musta taken you ninety seconds." 

Marchant looked into Lorna's eyes, drew her closer 
to him. 

"No," he said slowly*. "It took ninety years." 
THE END 




JHE BURIED TREASURE OF CAPTAIN KIDD, THE NOTORIOUS 
PIRATE, HAS BEEN THE SUBJECT OF MANY TALES AND 
LEGENDS. SOME ARE TRUE BUT MOST ARE THE CREATIONS 
FROM THE FERTILE MINDS OF AUTHORS. THE FOLLOWING 
STORY IS TAKEN FROM THE FILES OF POLICE RECORDS 
IN A FLORIDA COASTAL TOWN. . . 



JN THE SUMMER OF 1927, MA TTHEW BOWER WANDERED ON 
A DESERTED BEACH. SUDDENLY HE SPIED A HALF-BURIED 
SWORD IN THE SAND 




AS BOWER TOOK THE SWORD, HE FELT IT 

SCRAPE METAL HIDDEN IN THE SAND. HE 
EXCITEDLY BEGAN DIGGING, UNTIL. . . 





Sower was almost mad with delight at his dis- 
covery. AS HE PUT A HANDFUL OF COklS INTO HIS 
POCKET, HE GLANCED UP. 



Above him towered the ominous figure of the 
famous pira te, captain kidd/ 

kill you before i let^ 
you take it from me/ i'll run you 
through with your .own cutlass / 




'VE FOUND CAPTAIN 
KIOD'S TREASURE AND 
I KILLED HIM WHEN 
HE TRIED TO'STOP ME 




When bower and the sheriff reached 
the fatal spot. . . 


f THERE'S-NO TRACE 
OF TREASURE HERE, 
SON/ BUT HERE'S 
YOUR CORPSE / 
IT'S OLD BEN, THE 
BEACHCOMBER/ . 


m^he's hidden \ 
^my treasure/ 
' it was here an- 
hour ago/ my . 
Ltreasure isJ 
K& gone i ■ y 


f 1 




-J9l!rg 




ia*W 


'■J^B 



Matthew bower 
was sent to 
PRISON for life 
FOR THE MURDER 
HE HAD COMMITTEDl 
HIS ONLY COMPANY 
FOR THE REST OF 
HIS LIFE WAS A 
HANDFUL OF 
PIECES- OF - 
EIGHT THAT HE 
FONDLED END- 
LESSLY. THERE 
IS NOEXPLAN- 
A TION AS TO 
WHERE HE HAD 
ACQUIRED THIS 
BIT OF PIRATE 
TREASURE/ 





t TEN HOURS OF HARD DRIVING, THE 
EYES SOMETIMES PLAY TRICKS ON YOU, ESPEC- 
IALLY AT NIGHT. I WAS HITTING IT tf TmoUOH 
THE MOUNTAINOUS COAL MINE SECTION Of 
PENNSYLVANIA, HEARING THE END OF MY TRg> 
WHEN SUDDENLY, ALMOST OUT OF NOWHERB , 
MAN STOOD PINNED IN THE CRISS-CROSS 
; GLARE OF MY CAR AND ONE COMING FROM THE 
OTHER DIRECTION. HE WAS FRANTICALLY 
FLAGGING HIS ARMS AT ME IN A STOP-SIGNAL 
AND 1 BEGAN TO PUMP THE BRAKES. THAT mS 
HOW IT STARTED , THE MOST STRANGELY 
HAUNTING AND TERRIFYING NIGHT OF MY LIFE... 



Suddenly, before my horror- 
struck gaze, THE MAN STEPPED TO 
ONE SIDE, FULL INTO THEPATHOF THE 
OTHER ON-RUSHING CAR/ STRANGEL Y, 
HE SEEMED COMPLETELY UNAWARE OF 
HIS DANGER, AND THOUGH BOTH SETS 
OF HEADLIGHTS FOCUSED ON THE MAN 
IN THE ROAD, THE OTHER DRIVER RIO.' 
~~3 TO SEE HIM, DIDN'T SWERVE OR 
SLACKEN SPEED, BUT SMASHED 
STRAIGHT INTO HIM/ 






He mew mt name and the fact 

TMATIWAS AHUttSe/ I WASaFRAJD, 

rer j seeimeo powerless to d/sobey 

HM. J FOUND MYSELF FOLLOW/MS HIM 
MEEKLY DOWN A DARK, LONELY PATH. . . 



At rickety elevator plumbed us 

TO THE BOTTOM OF THE SHAFT WWX 
7X DEATHLY SILENCE WAS SO THICK 
rO(/ COULD FEEL IT PRESSING AROUND 
YOU. I WAS WEAK WITH FEAR, BUT IT 
WAS TOO LATE TO TVRN BACK NOW. . . 



'THAT MULE'S SKELETON — ^ 
THE BEAST MUSTVE SEEM Ut*u 
FDR YEARS/ AND THAT WRECKED 
COAL CAR B COATED WfTH RUST/ 
HOW IS Th*T ?r , ^ 

PLATER ^ 




This man was introduced to me as alvin ma^ko 
owner of the luckt mule mine, who had seen 
tn inspection tour when ne got caught by 
the cave-in, an eerie feeling crawled over 
me at realization that he, too, knew my n. 
am} seemed to have seen expecting me. . . 




That was just another of the mant 

STRANGE AND AWESOME THINGS HAPPEN- 
ING THIS INSANE NIGHT, TO WHICH THERE 
SEEMED NO LOGICAL EXPLANATION. NOR 
DID I HAVE MUCH TIME TO THINK ABOUT 
•T. SUDDENLY, AHEAD OF ME , JUST 
BEFORE I REACHED THE ELEVATOR. 

** ANOTHER CAVE-IN/ I'LL BE ^S 
TRAPPED, TOO/ AND THERE'S GAS / J 
IT'LL SMOTHER ME, EVEN IF IT \M 
DOESN'T IGNITE FROM ,— ^S feS 

TORCHES/ Jj^^Bm 





Just as i reached the elevator and startedup, 

THE GAS IN THE TUNNEL IGNITED/ THERE WAS A DEAF' 
ENING EXPLOSION AND THE TUNNEL PROM WHICH I'D 
BARELY ESCAPED BECAME A SCENE OUT OF HADES. 
THE SOUND STUNNED ME AND THE BLAST OF HOT 
AIR FROM THE EXPLOSION ALMOST BLEW ME OVER... 




what was he sxfimr alvin manko 

DEAD TEN YEARS/ THE MINE CAVE-IN 
HAPPENED THAT LONG AGO/ THEN 
HOW COULD I HAVE POSSIBLY TALK- 
ED TO THOSE MEN TONIGHT P 



TRYING TO ^F LEAVE HER 

BUST UP OUR J ALONE,! 
DEAL/ I'LL.../ I WANT TO HEAI 



WON'T YOU HEAR V *£3"*«*Sy 
ME? MAYBE THIS }f ueH ,) 
WILL OPEN YOUR 'I 



SOCK/ 





WALTER MANKO ruta ANDREWS 

THAT '6r UY DESCRIPTION HE NOW 
KNEW WHICH PIT TH£ MEN WERE IH . 
HE BEGGED 4H0 PLEADED AND FINAL' 
tr ANDREWS AGREED TO BET THE 
MONEY TO RE'DPEN THE MINE. LATER, 
SACK IN NY HOTEL, \l TVUBLf.0 ONTO 
THE BED AND FEU WTO EXHAUSTED 
SLUMBER, MY MINO FULL OP TUE 
NIGHT'S BIZARRE ADVENTURE. 



I DON'T KNOW WHAT TIME IT WAS, NO* 
WHAT AWAKENED ME, DOT SUCOENLT 
DURING THE NIGHT 1 SAT BOLT UPRIGHT 
AND SAW WRITTEN IN GLOWING, WAVER- 
ING LETTERS ON THE MIRROR. . . 



8R£a rHL£S$:Wim TERHOH, > 
FOUND COURAGE TO GET OH AND 
SNAP ON THE LAMP, ONLT TO 

PINO... LT "■""""'■ -r- 

Vmr THE WHITING ON 1 
THE MIRROR'S GONE/ OR *» 
MAYBE IT WAS NEVER THERE/ 




1 



Thirty minutes later, rue break- rmoum ma 

MADE. WALTER AND t CLAMBERED INSIDE. EV0ff- 
THINS WAS THE SAME AS IT HAD BEEN THE NIGHT 
BEFORE, IN PIT FIVE, EXCEPT THAT THE MSN I'D 
SEEN AND TALKED TO WERE SKELETONS, TEN TEARS 

DEAD/ I/" 

&■ -•' — ' I-I FINALLY 6OTT0YOU, DAD. 

' THANKS TO MONA I AND DAD - YOl/RE GOING 1 

BE PROUD OF ME , PROM NOW ON ' I'LL FIND ] 

/■ak'^L™" NEW VE,N AND THE LUCKy MULE a 

WILL ONCE AGAIN BE GOING 
FULL BLAST I 





A STRANGE SENSE OF RELIEF SURGED THROUGH 
ME AS 1 SAW THAT HE HAD FOUND MT SHOE and 
PURSE, LOST IN THE MINE THE NISHT BEFORE/ t 
KNEW NOW THAT NONE OF THIS WAS JUST COINCI- 
DENCE, THAT EVEN THOUGH THE TIME ELEMENT ms 
OFF, ALL THOSE STRANGE THINGS HAH HAPPENED. 
I HAD BEEN HERE LAST NIGHT/ AW MET, HOW 
COULD ANYONE EXPLAIN THE STRANGE OCCURRENCES 
OF THE PAST TWENTY-FOUR HOURS P 



Wal TER MANKO AW I ARE MAR- 
RIED WW. THE LUCKY MULE MM 
PROSPERS. WE NEVER DISCUSS 
THE BIZARRE ADVENTURE OF THAT 
STRANGE NIGHT I SPENT IN n._ 

COALPITS. 'BETTER TO FORGET 
IT', WALTER TOLD ME. 'THERE 
ARE SOME THINGS THAT ARE BET- 
TER LEFT UNSPOKEN. SOME PEOPLE 
WOULD CALL YOU INSANE/' SO I 
TRY TO FORGET IT/ BUT 
SOMETIMES. . . 





vv Tlie bonds we bought for our 
countrys defense bought and 
helped equip our farm!" 



MRS. CHARLEY I. WHATLEY 

TBll YOU— IT'S PRACTICAL 

PATRIOTIC TO BUY BONDS FO 



DF CUTHBERT, GA. 
« WELL AS 
DEFENSE 



Mr. Whatley inspects a beehive 
on his 202-acre Georgia farm. 
"My wife and I wouldn't own a 
farm, clear, today," he says, "if it 
weren't for U. S. Savings Bonds. 
They're the best way to save." 



Charlsy Whatley says, "Mrs. Whatley and 
1 joined I he Payroll Savings Plan in 1943. 
Our pay averaged nboui i-U) ;i week apiece 
and we puL about a quarter of it into 
bonda. We hod saved $6.9*25 by 1950." 



"$4,000 in bond! bought us our farm and 
house, more bonds wont for a new truck. 

rcl'ritfcral'.r and citrine range.. We're si ill 
Ix.ldin^ .'ili.mi Sl.NOOin ln.mjs. Kverybody 
should buy U.S. Savings Bonds!" 



Die Whatleys' story can be your stay/too ! 



Your dream can come true, just as the 
Whatleys' did. Start, now! It's easy! Just 
take these three simple steps: 

1. Put saving first before you even draw 
your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically. Even small sums saved this way 
become a large sum amazingly soon! 



You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the free 
way of life that's so important to us all. 



3. Start saving by signing up today ii 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work 



the 



U. S. SAVINGS BONDS 
ARE DEFENSE BONDS- 
BUY THEM REGULARLY! 
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